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PART ONE 


AUTUMN LEAVES 


SERVICE 


Silence, you laughing Brooklet, 
What is your murmur to me, 
I who have seen Niagara, 
Leap from its rocks in glee! 


I have seen its blue-green waters 
Lifted in angry pride, 
Churned into lacy whiteness, 


Soft as the veil of a bride. 
Lo, I have heard its thunder 


Rival the voice of the sea. 
Silence, you laughing Brooklet, 
What is your murmur to me! 


% + % 


“Nay; but the flowers are growing 
_ Close to my rain-fed brink; 
Lambs in their folds are waiting 

Out of my bosom to drink. 


“ Fields that would else be barren 
Are green where my waters flow; 
I am content with a service 
Such as the lowly may know. 


“* Loudly the voice of Niagara 
Echoes from sea to sea, 
But these in the fields and the meadows 
Are waiting and longing for me.” 


[3] 


UPON THE ROCK 


Lo, I have built my house upon the rock 
As thou, the Master, said that it should be; 
And I have sought to make my dwelling safe, 
And gathered there the treasures dear to me. 


I looked for peace, and now the storm-clouds break, 
And I am shaken by unfriendly wind; 

The waves are beating wildly round my home; 
The floods descend, all nature seems unkind. 


I fear to look into the storm’s stern face; 
I tremble as it speaks in thunderous tone. 
Oh, let me hear thy voice—that I may know 
In this wild darkness I am not alone! 


The answer came: ““ My child I bade thee build 
Upon the rock and shun the treacherous sand; 
I did not say the storm should pass thee by, 
I only promised that thy house should stand.” 


DEFEAT AND VICTORY 


I met defeat today, looked in his face. 

I like him not. With grim, unpleasant smile 
He turned my face toward shame, 

His boon companion. There I gazed a while. 


I have resolved I will not bear his rule 

Or walk beneath shame’s taunting e’er again. 
Life is my own, and I will end his sway 

By ending life; it is the lesser pain. 


But wait, first I must pay each debt I owe, 

For only cowards make another bear 

The grief and burden of the shame and woe 
That life has brought to be that cowards share. 


If I but fly defeat, he’ll turn to her 
Who in her youth faced death that I might be, 
And he will strike the father who has fought 


And conquered him till now—and all for me. 


And shame will smile as bitterly at them 

And all the other loved ones who are dear 

As she has ever tried to smile at me, 

And shall they then be forced her taunts to bear? 


Nay, come, defeat, I’]] meet you with a smile. 
Youth’s energy shall match its strength with thee; 
I'll counter blow for blow. I'll change your name, 
And henceforth men shall call thee victory. 


[5] 


‘““NOBLESSE OBLIGE ” 
(2 Samuel 19) 


Rise, O David—a crown is won, 
And your conquering people wait; 

They come with a shout of victory, 
Standing before the gate. 


They have brought you a crown, 
A hard-won crown, 

And they ask for a victor’s song. 
Rise, O David; lead them in joy; 


They have waited now too long. 


Sorrow? "Tis not for a king to grieve, 
Leave that to the lowly born. 
A bleeding heart? Nay, hide thy wound, 


Or the world will gaze in scorn! 


Gird then the folds of thy purple robe, 
Lift up thy face to the light, 

Go with a smile on thy parched lips, 
Rejoice in thy people’s sight! 


They follow the strong; and they follow the glad; 
A kingdom’s weal or woe 

Waits for the brave smile of the king. 
Conquer thy sorrow, and go. 


[6] 


Nay, nay, David, a quicker step, 
Thy gait is all too slow; 

Lift thy voice to a higher note, 
(Thine is the cadence of woe). 


Hear, O Israel, hear thy king, 
He shares thy joy with thee— 
Lift now your voices while he leads, 
In a song of victory. 


A SURPRISE 


They told me that life’s pathway at its close 
Led downward into shadow—and was chill, 
But now as I approach the measured time, 
By God allotted as his sovereign will, 


I see but brighter light and fairer flowers, 
Hear only sweeter music as I climb, 
I mark with wonder the swift fleeting hours, 
And note with joy the lengthened harvest-time. 


The years are like a garland in my hand, 

With blossoms fragrant, and with leaves aglow, 
Leaves vying with the roses in their hue, 

For Pain with artist’s hand has left them so. 


Not downward—nay, the path is upward now; 

Not chill—’tis warm with heaven’s approaching ray ; 
Not darkness—but the light of conquered years, 

And growing brighter unto perfect day. 


[7] 


A LOAF OF BREAD 


Oh, snowy miracle my hands have wrought, 
Oh, Loaf, with life incarnate—heart and crust! 
There dwells within Thee all the wondrous power 
That made the first man, Adam, from the dust. 


~ % % 


Upon the hill’s brown bosom falls the seed, 
And lo! the green spires spring to meet the light. 
Who taught them how to drink earth’s fulness in? 
What made the grain of wheat so golden bright? 


Over the miller’s wheel the kernels fall, 
And forth there comes the same white, plenteous 
shower 
Repeated ever; yet the eye of man 
Sees not the life-germ hidden in the flour. 


In God’s own image we are made; and so 
In God’s own work a wondrous part have we: 
To wrest from out earth’s dust the life of man, 
That re-created he may ever be. 


The same deep joy that moved Jehovah’s heart 
Is ours in fullest measure, if we can 
Look in the evening on the fruit of toil, 
And feel that it is good—all good for man. 
% % % 
Oh, snowy miracle! Oh, Loaf of Bread! 
Go forth unto thy mission—man to feed! 
Come back in noble thoughts, in deeds of strength, 
In manly vigor meeting manly need! 


[8] 


COMFORT 


Find me a heart that is happy, 
The music of laughter to bring, 

Find me a care-free spirit, 
Anthems of gladness to sing. 


Find me a life all buoyant, 
That has never tasted woe, 

To lend to my pain-dulled senses 
The joy that I fain would know. 


% % % 


Nay, but the heart that is happy, 
And carols the sweetest song, 


Is one that has passed through the shadow, 
And watched for the glow of the dawn. 


Only the pupil of sorrow 

Can sing to a pain-dulled ear, 
Or lend its joy to another— 

Be he ever so fondly dear. 


% % % 


Must I then seek joy from another 
Who has conquered the chill of pain, 
Who has looked in the face of sorrow, 
And turned to the light again > 


Yea, truly, and thine own healing 
Shall bring forth music—to flow 
In a river of joy to the many 
Who wait in the shadow of woe. 


[9] 


TOATHE. CHIEDREN 


I love the sparkling beauty of the spring; 

I love its whispering breeze, its turquoise skies, 
But oh, they are not half so dear to me 

As the sweet laughter of a baby’s eyes. 


I love the summer when its roses bloom, 

The bird’s clear singing as they build their nests; 
I love the chirp of robins when they woo 

With a bright crimson painted on their breasts. 


But oh, the music of a child’s dear voice 
That rings in happy laughter o’er the lea, 

I would not give it for the stores of wealth 
That hide in mountain caves, or in the sea. 


The autumn’s splendor brings to me delight, 
As glowing leaf and flower in beauty vie, 
Seeming to ask for parting vows of love, 
Or some heart tribute ere their glory die. 


But oh, the pure, true love of childish hearts, 
Offered so eagerly—so freely given— 
More ardent than the autumn’s fiery glow, 

"Tis like a gift of angels sent from heaven. 


Toil on, O man, with might of brawn and brain, 
To wrest unwilling gifts from fate’s hard hand. 
I'll take the offering of a child’s dear love, 
And leave the richest treasure in the land. 


[ 10 | 


IMMORTALS 


Back in the years a dark-eyed King reflects 
Upon the glory of his kingdom’s day, 
On lesser mortals o’er whose lives he holds 
By right of kingly power unquestioned sway. 
“Tam the Pharaoh; on my golden throne 
The light of Egypt’s wisdom shines today, 
My chariots glitter in the noonday sun, 
While trembling armies my least word obey. 
Who comes to speak to Pharaoh—Hebrew slave? 
Nay, I would scorn to turn my face away, 
Bid him to enter. He shall tremble too 
Ass when gross darkness meets the light of day.” 


% % % 


The ages pass, the proud Egyptian’s skill 
Has done its utmost to preserve his pride, 
Within the tombs the Pharaohs’ mummies lie, 
With precious stones and golden lamps beside. 
And lo, earth’s millions turn their curious eyes, 
Not to the conquering king who boasted so, 
They ask but this, ““ Which one of all these dead 
Was he who spake with Moses long ago? ”’ 


% % % 


Far in the East a city wide and strong 
Rises, with deeds of valor widely sung, 

These myriad towers—so do their makers dream— 
Shall tell our triumphs as their bells are rung. 

But creeping sands have swept across the plain, 
Like playthings of a weary child they lie— 

Those treasures, dropped from hands no pce strong, 
Buried, Hwee as the ages ty 
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Then as the seeking spade uncovers them, 
And all the buried treasure has been reached, 
They say not, “‘ Here are valorous deeds disclosed ’’— 
Nay. ‘‘ This is Nineveh where Jonah preached.” 
e re t 
Here stands a hero of the long ago, 
And all who gaze shall feel the hero’s thrill; 
His lips have breathed forth courage age on age, 
His valor lifts the trembling spirit still. 
Great Babylon’s kings pass into night unsung, 
And all the changeless laws their power could make; 
The Hebrew captive bids their mightiest live, 
Remembered only now for Daniel’s sake. 
Not he who led victorious armies forth 
And bathed with red oblations Syrian sod; 
Nay, he is great who purposed in his heart 
To stand for faithfulness to right and God. 
% % k 
Triumphant armies, many in their turn, 
Have marched o’er Judah’s hills beside the sea, 
On sculptured rocks have writ their emperor’s name, 
Claiming for each Judea’s mastery. 
Stull all the world in years that have gone by, 
And in the ages that are yet to be, 
Hears and will hear one voice, catch but one note 
In every singing pulse of Galilee. 
The lilies of the field repeat his name, 
The sparrows twittering tell us of his care, 
The olive trees in every passing breeze 
With leafy murmurings call our hearts to prayer. 
Only his Word can triumph over time, 
Only his Word endures and lives again, 
Only incarnate Majesty defies the years 
And reigns in glory o’er the hearts of men. 


[12] 


THAT SECRET NAME 


(Revelation 2: 17: “* A new name that no man knoweth.’’) 


When Heaven’s gates shall open as my home, 
I’ll bear a name, a name that’s new to me, 
Written with Angel fingers on a stone, 
A name that God has chosen—mine to be. 


No man’s unkindly thought of me shall change its form; 
*T will speak of what I am before the throne; 

No friend can will in loving charity 
To make the record fairer on the stone. 


Forever in my bosom I shall bear 
A name that only His pure eye may see, 
My Secret—that with God alone I share 
Within my heart through all eternity. 


Unholy pride can never urge me on 
To win a name that only God may see; 


Then; that I may unshamed behold Thy gift, 
Dear Father, let me walk on earth with Thee. 


Ete] 


THE FOOE*OPs1HEABIEEE 


Not one who gropes through life with darkened mind, 
Child ever—though he bear the weight of years. 
To such God’s tender love would surely flow, 
And angels comfort him with pitying tears. 


Nay, rather he who, brave in manhood’s strength, 
Walks proudly o’er earth’s budding, blossoming sod, 
And looking on the mountain and the vale, 
Bright bathed in sunlight, says, ‘“ There is no God.” 


Or he still less forgiven who by his toil 

Has won vast treasure, yet whose bursting store 
Strengthens his greed, until his heart resolves, 

“T will build greater barns—and gather more ”’; 


And hears not that light step, nor sees the form 
That walks beside the strongest—all the way, 
Watching the fleeting moments for the one 
That marks the ending of the longest day. 


Or one who weeps, as I alas have wept, 
When waves were boist’rous, bitter tears and hot, 
Who murmurs at the very throne of grace, 
‘“O God, we perish, and thou carest not.” 


Lord, I would rest on thee in storm or calm, 
Would see thy face in every fringéd pool, 
Would use thy gift of life as loaned of thee, 
Thus would I never hear thee say, “‘ Thou fool.” 


Lia 


THE RAINBOW 


The Rainbow smiles in its lofty pride 
And proud it well may be, 

For it rides in beauty upon the cloud, 
Over mountain and over sea. 


Kings look up to its lovely face, 
To the glow of its varied hue; 

It lives where the snow and the sleet are born, 
In the birthplace of the dew, 


Is it proud of its ageless length of life? 
It was old when the world was new, 

Yet ‘twas born of the sunshine of yesterday, 
The Sun and the raindrops too, 


A Preacher true is that Rainbow bright, 
Of a judgment past ’twill tell 
When the great deep’s fountains were broken up 


And the floods of water fell. 


Yet it speaks in mercy and prophecy, 
Of the changeless promise of God, 

How never again will he visit earth 
With a flood as his chastening rod. 


O Rainbow, thou shalt be loved of earth 
While His Bow is set in the cloud, 
For man through you is in touch with heaven, 


And thou art the voice of God. 


Some day the trumpet of judgment shall sound, 
And earth shall pass away, 

But the Rainbow shall circle the throne of God, 
All through eternity’s day. 


[15] 


TO THE MOUNTAINS 


Ye mountains in lofty grandeur, 
With faces lifted high 

Where the sunlight woos the lasting snow 
To blessed ministry, 

Where God’s story of agelong patience 
Is written in pages of stone, 

Where the thundering waters tell us, 
“* He watches above his own.” 


Let us stand in your lofty shadow 
"Till our restless hearts beat true; 
Let us pray in your purple gloaming 
To the Father who speaks through you; 
Pray that our turbulent spirits 
May leave the shallows below 
And dwell where eternal treasure 
Gathers as gathers the snow; 
Pray that Thy love like the sunlight 
May send through us gifts to men 
To bless as the mountain river 
Blesses the thirsty plain. 


[ 16] 


EVENING TIME 


How lovely is this summer evening hour! 
Would I could picture all the silvery glow 
That falls upon each leaf and paints each flower, 
As parting rays of sunlight touch them so. 


Note there the leafy coolness of the trees 
Outlined in shadow—dark or lighter green, 
Making uneven waves of foliage, 
Against a sky of turquoise shimmering. 


The little birds are chirping eagerly, 
Seeking their food before they go to rest, 
And each in happy rivalry engaged, 
Nor prizing fellowship that makes them blessed. 


The sweet, cool stillness deepens as the night comes on, 
And leaf to leaf “‘ Good-night”’ seems gently crying, 

And you, my restless heart, mid all this beauty sigh, 
Longing to hear but one dear voice replying. 


Be still, my soul. That beauty in the sky 

Was born of clouds that darkened some your day; 
"Twas passing light created that bright glow, 

For passing beauty is the old world’s way. 


These leaves are soon to fall to earth again 
And lose the greenness of their summer dress; 

If those you love pass on, O heart, mourn not— 
For they have reached the eventide of rest. 


Know this, beyond the darkness waits a home 
Where light shall never fade, where endless day, 
Breaks in a morning of eternal joy, 
Where love may love and be beloved for aye. 


[17] 


THE PASTOR’S WIFE 


Wisdom for the hardest problems 

‘She must show; 
How to meet the fretful spirit, 

She must know; 
Patient walk in sorrow’s shadow 

Not her own; 
Sympathize with cheery laughter 

Or a moan; 
While her strength to others’ weakness 

She must lend, 
Please remember she’s no Angel, 

Just a friend. 


[ 18 ] 


WAITING 


The spring is late—the cold winds make us tremble, 
And snow—the wintry snow—lingers too long. 
We scan the gray clouds oft—wistful and watching, 
And yet within our hearts spring sings its song. 


The Robin bravely chirps his note of notes of hoping, 
Close sheltered ‘neath the icy eaves to wait, 

He steals a thread or twig for future nesting 
As manfully he cheers his drooping mate. 


And I sing too—’tis spring—O boisterous winter, 

You may not steal my joy—your day is done 

The flowers will bloom—the trees put forth their ver- 
dure, 

I know 


for I have lived—’twill not be long. 


Ev’n now beneath the ice the buds are stirring, 
The laughing crocus waits to smile at me, 

The lovely iris reaches down to gather 
Strength for the blossoms that are soon to be. 


I'll trust the trees—how oft their leaves have opened, 
I’ll trust the birds—how oft I’ve heard them sing, 

I'll trust the flowers—they fail not in their blooming, 
I'll trust my Father—and I'll wait for spring. 


[19] 


CONSIDERS THE ICIS 


Did you fear that the seed 

He had bidden you sow 

Would die in the spring’s cold wind? 

Did you fear that the joy of the harvest home 
Might not your tired heart find? 


Consider the lilies 

That trust and wait, 
Though the spring is cold 
And the summer late. 


Why tremble so when the birds’ black wings 
Sweep over the field new sown? 

y weep when the shallow root gives way, 
Or fails on a bed of stone? 


Consider the lilies 
That always smile 
Back to the sunshine, 
In God’s own while. 


O lilies, in all your glory, 
O blossoms, so kingly fair, 
Speak to our hearts your message 


Of faith in the Father’s care. 


No anxious thought has formed you so; 
Our God made the beautiful lilies grow. 


[ 20 ] 


HOME 


There is no place like home for joy or sorrow, 
No place on earth like home for good or ill, 

Light from the highest heaven it can borrow, 
Or with the breath of Hades it can kill. 


If love abide beside the humblest hearthstone, 
He makes a place for joy and peace to dwell; 
Toil cannot fright, nor poverty disturb him, 
He only smiles and whispers, “ All is well.” 


But sin can quench the fires that love has lighted; 
Can fill with sulphurous air the walls of home; 
Till every good desire and hope are blighted, 
And Satan’s agents dwell supreme, alone. 


O happy woman! God has made you keeper 
Of home, a taste of heaven or type of hell; 
The nation’s fountainhead of shame or glory 


Your hands must guard. Be true, and guard it well. - 


[21] 


THE DRUNKARD 


He was made in God’s own image, 
To conquer and subdue, 

He was heir to all the treasure, 
In the earth and the heavens blue. 


The stars are not more lasting 
Than the soul his eyes revealed, 
Yet lying in ruined glory, 
His manhood’s fate was sealed. 


He stood with limbs unsteady, 
With lips that loosely fell, 

And the half-formed words he uttered 
Breathed forth the hate of hell. 


Once love with tender fingers 
Had pushed those curls aside, 
And kisses—a pure woman’s kisses— 


Had touched his brow with pride. 


But love lies crushed and bleeding 
And pride has fled away, 

While only the wanton and outcast 
Offers caresses today. 


He has found the outer darkness, 
With its gnashing of teeth and its tears, 
The woes of the drunkards of Ephraim 
Forever sound in his ears. 
% % % 
O Man, if in greed for power, 
As I climbed the pathway of ease, 
I had dealt in the curse-filled liquor, 
And left wrecks on the way like these, 


[ 22 ] 


Then rather than face the judgment, 
Where evil is all laid bare, 

I would seek to flee into Hades, 
And hide in the shadows there. 


YOU PRAYED 


Your zeal flashed out 
In a scorching flame, 
And in anger, you spoke 
Your brother’s name. 


And his cheek grew white, 
And his heart in pride 
Crushed down his faith, 
Till its blossoms died. 


Then you prayed in love, 
And you prayed for grace, 
And you looked in love 
In your brother’s face. 


And the blossoms of faith 
Revived again, as flowers revive 
In the summer’s rain. 


You prayed, and the battle you fought was won, 
You prayed, and the task you dreaded was done; 
And out of the hush of that sacred hour 


His spirit whispered, ‘‘ Nor might, nor power.” 


For truth and love and peace declare 
His blessings wait for the voice of prayer. 


[23] 


FOLLY’S CALLS 


Folly came in childhood’s hours 
As I played among the flowers, 
Tempted me with merry glee, 
From my books and tasks to flee. 


Duty came in garb of gray, 
Drove poor Folly far away, 
Bid me to my tasks return, 
Oh, I thought her far too stern. 


Folly came a later day, 

Came with songs and blossoms gay, 
Wove a garland for my hair, 
Made of roses passing fair. 


Both my hands in welcome raised, 
Into Folly’s eyes I gazed, 

Saw the sparkling fun and glee, 
Surly this was sweet to me. 


But fair Truth with stern command, 
Loosed from mine gay Folly’s hand, 
Told me Hope and Love were lost, 
In the path that Folly crossed. 


Once again did Folly come 

To the portals of my home. 

Not with songs of mirth and glee, 
Folly wiser seemed to me. 


Garbed in robes that wisdom wears, 
Silvery age bedecked his hair, 

Soft his voice and fair his brow, 
Folly’s step was stately now. 


[24] 


Yet he bade me turn from Truth, 
Break the slavish bonds of Youth, 
Live my life from Duty free, 
Walk in glorious liberty. 


Faith came then—an angel bright, 
Cleaving space with wings of light, 
Downward from the arch of heaven, 
Best of gifts to mankind given. 


In the light of her bright face, 
Folly turned and fled apace, 
Fled to shadows far away, 

Now I walk by Faith alway. 


[25 ] 


THE MISSIONARY 


She walks where the blighting darkness falls, 
With a veil like the gloom of night, 

She walks where the gathering mold of sin 
Offers its sickening blight. 


Yet her step is light, 
And her eyes aglow, 
For a Presence is there 


That the faithful know. 


She sees with an eye of pitying love 
What the timid would gladly miss. 
She touches a mother’s roughened hand, 
She welcomes the child’s soiled kiss. 


For she joys in a love 
That has hallowed the way, 
And she walks with her Master 
All the day. 


She serves with a deadly, wearing toil 
So humbly that men deride; 

Yet she gathers each day a splendid strength 
And glows with a heaven-born pride. 


For she walks with God, 
And her heart will sing, 

As in conscious grandeur 
She serves her King. 


[ 26] 


Oh, wisely chosen thy pathway 
That brighter and brighter shall be, 
For the jewels thy hand shall gather 
Shall shine through eternity. 


And thy joy when His 

“Well done ”’ thou shalt hear, 
Is the greatest joy 

That the soul can bear. 


[27] 


THE SAMARITAN WOMAN 


Wearily laboring under her burden, 
Burden of poverty, burden of shame, 
Out through the city gates, 
Down through the valley, 
Slowly the woman of Sychar came. 


Scorned, yes, and justly scorned, 
Well did she know it. 

Trailed in the dust was her womanly pride. 
Lifting pure garments 

Her sisters passed by her, 
Even the little child paused to deride. 


% % % 


Watchman beside the gate guarding the city, 
Never again will that woman of sin 

Pass by the portals seeking the shadow, 
As a glad messenger now she comes in. 


Down in the valley left she her burden, 
There lies the waterpot close by the well, 

Like her black sin and her sorrow forgotten, 
Tidings of joy she is hasting to tell. 


Not since the day when the stars sang together 
Wonder so great neath the sky has there been, 

As that great change when the soul of the woman 
Bowed to our Christ as the Saviour of men. 


Blessings for cursing, honor for scorning, 
Gladness and joy for her sorrow and pain, 
God’s wondrous miracle ever repeated, 
Oh let the ends of earth share in the gain. 


[ 28 ] 


TO THE TREE IN AUTUMN 


In golden heaps they pile the leaves 
That formed thy springtime glory, 
While bare and brown thy branches stand, 
Like watchguards bald and hoary. 


Softly the sunbeams peer between, 
Where now thy veil is lifted 

And deep blue spaces of the sky 
Thy shadowy depths have rifted. 


Yet though they rob thee of the gift 
With which gay youth adorned thee, 

Thy greater beauty stands revealed, 
With strength of age around thee. 


And lifted upward toward the sky 
Thine arms in wide-flung splendor, 
Make us to long like thee to stand, 
In storm-born strength and grandeur. 


O soul of mine, that wind that steals 
The springtime joys you cherish, 

May hold the gift of heavenly strength, 
That never more shall perish. 
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THE ANGELS REJOICE 


Weary and sad I have plead today 

With the souls of men in the world’s dark way; 
I stood in the path where sin’s hot breath 
Whispers the wooing that leads to death, 
Where young life, beautiful, strong, and gay, 
Followed in rapture the tempter’s way. 


They listened not—though my best was given, 
My heart cried out for the rest of heaven, 

My steps were faltering. Shall I plead 
When few, so few my cry will heed? 

Then I caught the sound of an angel’s song, 

A burst of rapture loud and long. 

The joy of heaven was echoed here. 


I ceased my murmur in holy fear. 


Had a host repented? Nay, only one; 
Yet the Master whispered to me, ‘“ Well done! ” 
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THE MAIDEN AUNT 


She is a helpmate true—though never wedded, 
A lover’s name in wifely pride to bear— 
She gives unselfish mothering to babies, 
And makes their lives more sunny by her care. 


She sees the broods of many tired mothers 
To her grow worshipful in childhood’s day, 

And when the years are passed, she—still unbitter— 
Sees their fond hearts to others turn away. 


And still she seeks anew each young group’s favor, 
And bears a mother’s pain without her joy; 
She hovers anxiously o’er youth and maiden, 


And suffers with each wilful girl or boy. 


She may not hope to hold a first place ever, 

Nor claim the life she saves from sore defeat; 
She sees the fireside circle, all too often 

Without her presence, seemingly complete. 


Come now, ye babes full grown to strength of man- 
hood, 
Ye mothers crowned with victory nobly won; 
Widen the circle to include this dear one 
And own the thankless task that she has done. 
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THE FOUR-LEAVED CLOVER 


Multitudes of growing blossoms 
Smile in beauty at my feet, 

Everywhere are dainty blossoms, 
Beautiful and coldly sweet. 


Yet this charméd four-leaf clover 

I have sought so long—and found, 
This alone I stoop to gather, 

Where the triple leaves abound. 


So though people crowd around me 
In each path my feet have known, 

Rarely like the four-leaved clover 
Comes the friend I call my own. 


Stronger than the spell that fancy 
Lends the clover’s dainty form, 

Is the healing touch of friendship, 
Is the magic of its charm. 


Clouds before its warmth shall scatter, 
As the mist before the sun, 

Never need we yield to weakness 
With a friend to lean upon. 
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THE NEW BABY 


Oh, Eden was fair when its blossoms, 
Tinted in many hues, 

Opened their tiny petals 
To drink in the rain and the dews. 


And Eve as the first of women, 
And Adam the first man given, 
Felt that the flowers in their beauty, 
Were God’s best gift from heaven. 


But sweeter than all the blossoms, 
To the parents’ glad surprise, 

Was the first wee smile of that first wee babe, 
As it looked in its mother’s eyes. 


Forever—all down through the ages— 
The flowers have tried in vain 

To rival the smile of a baby 
In the heart of women again. 


Yet never a flower has blossomed 
In cultured garden or wild, 

That could be one-half so lovely 
As the face of a little child. 


The world would be lonely and barren 
Without that touch of heaven 

That comes to the heart of each mother 
When a little child is given. 


Welcome then, tiny sojourner, 
In thee our hearts shall see, 

Reminders of Eden’s blessings, 
And Bethlehem’s mystery. 
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PART TWO 


RECITATIONS FOR THE CHILDREN 


THE MISSIONARY PENNY 


My Grandma gave me a penny, 
So pretty and bright and new, 
And she said, “ Go spend it, Darling, 


Just as you wish to do.” 


You know it’s so strange about Grandmas, 
They are always so rich and so kind, 

They will give you pennies and pennies, 
And never seem to mind. 


If you ask your Mamma for a penny, 
She’ll hold up her hands this way, 

And say, “ My dear, I’m not made of pennies, 
You had one yesterday.” 


But Grandma will give you plenty, 
And tell you to spend them too, 
And that’s what troubles me just now, 

I don’t know what to do. 


Of the things you can buy for a penny 
I do not need any at all, 

I have a new hat for my dollie, 
Some jacks, and a bouncing ball; 


And I must not spend it for candy, 
For the last one went that way, 
It spoiled my dinner and supper, 
I did not want either all day. 
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And when you are feeling very sick, 
And don’t want to eat a bit, 

They’re sure to have lovely cake for tea 
With frosting all over it. 


% % % 


Now I’ve been thinking and thinking, 
Since I went to our mission band, 

Of the poor little heathen Children, 
Way off in the foreign land; 


They never have beautiful playthings, 
And when their hearts are sad 

They do not know of the Saviour, 
Whose love could make them glad. 


They tell me that one little penny, 
To a missionary given, 

Will pay for printing the story 
That tells them the way to heaven. 


So I'll send you, dear bright treasure, 
Through our own little mission band, 
Far out over the water, 
Into the heathen land. 


And perhaps in that bright Hereafter 
Some little girl will say, 
“ T learned of the love of Jesus 
Through the penny you gave that day.’ 


° 
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THE YOUNGEST GIRL 


Never be the youngest girl 
If you want a happy life, 
Though to fight against fate’s ruling 
Is perhaps a useless strife. 


If you're born the very youngest, 
There is nothing I can see 

But just to smile as best you can, 
And bear your misery— 


They will bring you all the old clothes 
That the others have outgrown, 

They will patch the bulging elbows 
Of an unbecoming gown; 


They will tell you it is “ lovely,” 
Though it wasn’t made for you, 

And because you are the youngest 
There is nothing you can do. 


All the parties and the picnics 
Are for older girls, you see, 

And the dusting and the dishwashing 
Is all that’s left for me. 


But I mustn’t be a baby, 
And I must not dare to cry, 
Though all the joys I crave the most 
Aye sure to pass me by. 


[ 39 ] 


Some day I’ll meet a fairy 
Who will give time’s clock a whirl 
That will make the others younger, 
And I'll be the oldest girl. 


Then I'll wear the lofty glances 
And the slippers made of glass, 

And they’ll all sit on the sidelines 
While the Prince and I shall pass. 
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peiby DIDNT CARE: 


Susie didn’t laugh to me 
When I smiled from my chair; 
She’s mad, I guess, she will not play, 
But I don’t care. 


She told me once she loved me, 
Best of any friend she knew, 

She said she hoped our love would last 
Our whole life through. 


She didn’t wait for me today, 
I think it is not fair, 

She walked with Jennie coming home, 
But I don’t care. 


My Mother said, ““ O Betty, 
I have berries for your tea,” 
And Anna said she’d made a cake, 
And it was all for me. 


And “ Out in your own garden 
There are roses, oh, so fair,” 
But I hid my face in Mother’s lap, 

’Cause I don’t care. 


Then brother called me, “ Betty, 
There’s a friend here at the door! ” 
And there was Susie—whispering 
My name once more. 
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And the cake is “* Oh, so lovely, 
And the roses you should see,” 

And Mother says that Susie 
Must stay with us for tea. 


Susie says her dress is ““ mussy ”” 
And the curl gone from her hair, 
But oh, I love to have her here, 
So I don’t care. 
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DIALOGUE FOR TWO LITTLE GIRLS 
Wuo Is SANTA CLAUS? 


First Little Girl: 


There’s something that keeps me thinking, 
And I can’t at all make it plain, 

And if you know all about ‘‘ Santa,” 
I'd like to have you explain. 

They say he comes down through the chimney, 
But when he’s so broad’and so fat, 

I don’t see how he can manage, 
To come through a place like that. 


Second Little Girl: 


But they tell us that Santa’s a Fairy, 
And you know they can do as they please, 
They can come through the narrowest places 
Where nobody else could squeeze. 
He can fly through the air on Reindeer 
That never touch foot on the ground, 
And do the most wonderful packing 
Without ever making a sound. 


First Little Girl: 


Well my little Doll’s not a fairy, 
And her Buggy has wheels on the side, 
And he never brought that down the chimney, 
It would not go through if he tried. 
And I looked just to see if twas smutty, 
And there was not a speck to be seen, 
And Isabel’s long white dresses 
Were perfectly white and clean. 
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Second Little Girl: 


Well, now that I think about it, 
My mother told me one day 
That Fairies were not truly people 
But only a make-believe. 
And perhaps that’s the way with “ Old Santy,” 
We'll go and ask Mother to tell, 
She never will say much about him, 
But of course she must know very well. 


First Little Gil: 


But oh, what if she should tell us 
That he never had really been here, 
And that love was the spirit at Christmas 
‘That whispered our needs in her ear! 
I should feel very lonely and sorry, 
And should wish that I didn’t know all, 
For jolly old Santy’s so merry, 
With his pack and his midnight call. 


Second Little Girl: 


Well it’s lots of fun to keep guessing 
And wondering what he will bring, 
And dreaming of Sleighs and Reindeer 
Loaded with everything, 

So let’s just believe in Old Santa, 
And when we get big and old, 

So old that we don’t care for toys, 
"Twill be time enough then to be told. 
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TIME FOR A REST 


At last our school was all over, 

And our books were discarded with glee, 
Our music laid by for the summer, 

And oh, for a time we were free! 


Then Father came home with the pictures 
Of Camp Minniewanca to show, 

And he said, ““ Dear Mother, I’m planning 
To say all these young folks may go; 


“The summer’s the right time for resting— 
And when they come home you shall see, 

With the water, the air, and the sunshine, 
How eager for work they will be.” 


Then I whispered consent very gleeful, 
Though I smiled at the word “ rest,”’ you see. 


For my muscles were aching for action, 
Like a wild bird that longs to be free, 


So we came to the Camp where the romping 
The swimming, the racing, the fun, 

Begin with the first peep of daylight, 
And end when the daylight is done. 


Now I thought, What a fine joke on Father, 
The best that I ever have known, 

He pictures us all here as “ resting,” 
Oh, wait till I see him at home. 
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I'll tell him how gay were our mornings, 
I'll tell him of swimming till noon, 
I'll tell him how gladly at even 
We climbed to the top of the dune; 


And I'll tell him too of the sunsets 
That made our hearts tremble with joy, 
I'll tell how we romped on the lakeshore, 
And played like the wildest of boys. 
% % % 
But Father just smiled when I told him 
As though the whole story he guessed, 
And he said, “I was thinking of Mother, 


It was Mother who needed a rest.” 
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A SAD MISTAKE 


The picnic from our Sabbath school 
Included just a few 

Who were strangers, although mostly 
They were people whom I knew. 


And in the party next to ours 
I saw the nicest boy; 

To know him, I kept thinking, 
Would surely be a joy. 


He had the darkest eyes, 
And the smoothest glossy hair, 
A necktie that was just the kind 
A high-school boy should wear. 


His socks were nice and sloppy, 
Just as a boy’s should be. 

And oh—it was not fancy— 
He kept looking right at me. 


Then I smoothed my hair a little, 
And I kept my eyes just turned, 

Taking care to smile so sweetly 
Though I looked quite unconcerned. 


For I saw him call his mother, 
And she looked across at me, 

So I thought she’d come and ask my name 
Just as it ought to be. 


Well, she came—But not to ask my name, 
She never thought of that, 

She said, ““ My dear, you're sitting 
On my son’s new picnic hat.”’ 
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HOW A BOY WENT TO THE KLONDIKE 


It was cold—so cold—and the way was steep, 

And the climb through the Chilcoot Pass was steep; 
But I struggled on with a mighty will, 

In spite of the snow and its icy chill. 


Sometimes I seemed to be borne aloft, 

On the clouds of snow round my tired form tossed, 
Sometimes I seemed to be sinking deep, 

In the snowy billows feathery heap, 


But the fever of gold was in my veins, 
And I cared not a whit for the ice or the pains. 
There was gold ahead—and a yellow glow 
Fell on the fields of the ice and the snow. 

% % % 


It was over at last! The goal was made, 

I had staked my claim, I had driven my spade, 
And the golden ore lay in shining bands 
Waiting the touch of my eager hands. 


But what was that? A tinkling swell, 

Like the sound of a far-off silvery bell, 

A voice in my ear! And it seemed to say, 

se ee up! Breakfast’s ready! Don’t sleep all 
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ON THE WAY TO SCHOOL 


The birds in the trees sang merrily 
Where the woodland flowers were growing, 
A squirrel was perched on a gnarled old tree 
As Johnnie to school was going. 


He stopped in the midst of his whistled tune 
When he saw those bright eyes dancing, 
And watched the play of those nimble feet, 
That among the leaves were prancing. 


Then he set his lips in a hard, cold way, 
This boy that should have been kinder, 
And he thought, “ I know what Bess would say, 


But I’m resolved not to mind her. 


“ He shall be my captive, though I know 
He loves his woodland freedom, 

And though there may be babes at home 
With nobody left to feed them.” 


So he climbed the trunk of the gnarled old tree 
With cap in his hand extended, 

For to cover the pretty squirrel with this 
Was really what he intended. 


But a branch gave way, and our Hero fell 
To the soft damp sod below him; 

And the leaves all clapped their hands in glee 
For his sister wouldn’t have known him. 


So the squirrel played on in the bright sunshine 
And the babes in the nest were tended, 

But Johnnie was punished for being late, 
And his new coat had to be mended. 
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